maid was a nervous, hesitant creature with dark-ringed
eyes. She stammered her little duty lies, and was swept
off her feet by the violent personality of this hatless man
in the raincoat. Now Ambrosius had an object. He was
obliged to bury his shaking, clenched fists in the pockets
of his coat, lest he should smash something else to pieces
in that pretty, tidy little hall. When he had dragged from
the helpless maid the address of the painter with whom
it was possible that Dr. Kolding might be at that hour, he
left the West End, consumed by a raging impatience.
This time he took a taxi. He urged the driver on with
hoarse cries, straight through the town, over a bridge
and on to the suburbs where the houses were less fre-
quent. Mr. Harryman Samson had improvised a studio
in a small, barrack-like house. A young, mild-faced
manservant, wearing a white linen suit, opened the door.
The master was working. But this servant was also
swept aside by Ambrosius. A small, cheerful, untidy
ante-room. What was it that re-echoed here, resounding
like a hammer in the expectant stillness? It was,
apparently, the beating of Ambrosius* own heart. " A
gentleman to see you, sir," announced the manservant,
opening a folding door.
This was the picture which presented itself to Ambro-
sius as he stood on the threshold fighting for breath.
He saw a large room lit by a bright, clear light from
opaque window panes. The room was made to look
still larger, and was broken up into endless perspectives
in a fantastic way by mural paintings. The glowing
tropical world of an imaginary Atlantis flourished
luxuriantly in these painted depths; festoons of liana
covered die ceiling; palms, unreal and yet startlingly
real, bore large and flaming fruits; a seashore shim-
mered green and foaming; fabulous animals with long
legs, red snouts and impossible plumage, marched past
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